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That fetters are binding, all are aware ;
But fetters   of  hope   are   strange,   1
declare.
Hope's captive is tossed in the whirl-
pool's wake,
And only grows still when the fetters
break.
Ah, Pundit. Your words are price-
less. Vizier, give him a hundred gold
sequins at once. What's that noise
outside ?
It is the famine-stricken people.
Tell them to hold their peace.
Let Sruti-bhushan, with his book of
devotions, go and try to bring them
peace ; and, in the meanwhile, Your
Majesty might discuss war matters-----
No, no. Let the war matters come
later. I can't let Sruti-bhushan go yet.
King, you said something to me, a
moment ago, about a gift of gold.